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deep feelings which are revealed in his letters and
diaries and which were the foundations of his char-
acter. We saw then his serenity, his courage, and
his sympathy. For of course that sympathy, which
in a way is love, was at the bottom of the devotion
he got from us all. Whatever was the matter you
took your trouble to Bill and, immediately, he
dropped what he was doing, gave you his complete
attention, and all his help. If you were doing your
best he would do his best for you : though maybe
you could not reach his standard, he was immensely
tolerant of your shortcomings : he treated you as
an equal even if you were not so. In a way he
who lies in the snow of the Barrier was like Mallory
who lies on the snow of Mount Everest. But
Mallory was burning with a kind of fire, an ardent
impatient soul, winding himself up to a passion of
effort the higher he got. Bill was not like that:
he was calm, unchangeable, serene, plugging along
with a certain neat smartness and with a ready
smile. Indeed, he was a gallant kind of gentleman
upon whoni you could lean. And so men did lean
upon him, and no doubt he loved them for it, and
liked them to come again. It was a proof to him-
self (could we have doubted) that he was doing
some good.

Birdie Bowers was the most indomitable person
I have ever met. I have seen him in the most
terrible situations; a few times I have seen him
more than anxious, I ttyink I have seem him afraid :
there used to be a^ curious breathless catch in his
voice when he was really worried. But I have
never, never seen him dismayed. I am sure that
when he came to die himself, after watching and